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SINESS DIRECTORY.

IBAIRTON.

W. L RORINSON,

k"l'l"-l"l AT LAW,
. A, RORINSON & CO0.,

vAEALERE IN CHOICE BRANDE OF FLOUR.
;} [hepil Blore. ]

A.d. CUTLER,
..‘l‘I: 1 ININY, DIESSMAKING AND PATTERN

ot

M., HUBBARD,
L PAINTER, PATHER HANGER, GLAZIER
Tmjtator of Wooll and Marble,

A. B. BLAKE,

11 WNURACTURER OF ¥LOUR, MEAL & FEED,
L ! Denter inall Kinds of Grain,

JORN ARKLEY,
A 7 ACHINIST  AND CUSTOM BLACKSMITI.
4 Speoinl attention given to Horse Shesing.

J, N, WEBSTER,
7 I FIkE AND ACCIDENT INSURANCE
W7 ro i

PERCIVAL & FORSAITH,
I IN FURNITURE, COFFINE & CASKETS

¥, Pty al F.T. Fonsarth.

J. N. WEBSTER,

FIOTOGRAPHER DEALER INSTEREORCODES,
i we, Ownd, Syuace, and Rustic Frames
il. J, ROBINSON,

PLACTI ‘L MILLWRIGHT WILL Iy MTLL
¥ ww Purnisly Plans fuy Ml Agent for th
3 viveel, andd all ML Muchinery,

F. W, BALDWIN
i IENEY ' LAW, SOLICITOR 1IN CHAN-
I N ik Agont G the Qhampdain Mutund Foe
Co. Burlington, ¥ Insarance of all Kimls
e hest Stock amd Mutenl Companies.
1. B, QASRIDY,
NAVING AND HATR DRESSING SPRACTAL
e ythom paeld to entting  Laulies” and  Clidldrens
M. J. SMITH
1} [ETOR OF THE ORLEANS COUNTY
i o Works, Foreagn ana American Marble,
Monuments, &
.. WODDMAKN,
L PALLT 1IN ROOTS, SHOES, AND FINDINGS
' i kol ol uatity.  OReresd cheag for
store eppeodite the Dig Btore,
. HiLl.
SORTO F. P CHENEY, WILL CONTINUE
o a lavue Variete of Bewing and Enitting
Ui s liedtadd
E. F. DUTTON,
G SROILTO WM, JOSLYN & BONS  DEALER
o Pitiiza, Mdicines, Dye Stofls, Panta, Olls, Jagre
wime, Yarnishes, DBrushes, Window Glnes,
siationery amd Fanoy Goods,
.. Re WOUD, TR,
kY | UFACTURER OF WOOD, MITAL GLASR.
\_i. U i gl Paper Sigus. Banner, Seene,
imentad anting, & Propristor of Wool's Star
Direcloris
MUS. J. N. SMITH,
TITOULD ANNOGNCE TO THE VEOILE OF
vy i o and viclnity that sie Is now  pre paved
s ol 1 Sowing, such ns Shirts,
Prus<-Making, e Mense give her o
Llise ovor Woodmon's boot amd shoe etore.3-20Y
= =
MISUCELILLANICOLS,
L. IL 1HOMPSON,

. OENEY, COUNSELLOR AND BOLICITOR.
F5 WL Bouuty and Pension Agent, Irasburgh, Vt.
L. &, 8 SEKINNER,

YWINT BTORE (SUCCESSORS TO GRANDY,
1y nner & Parker, ) bealers ln Flour, Corn. Gre-

\ witee, Palots and Ofls, Barton Lamding, Vi
“RINNIU i-1d ¢ 5, BKINNEER.
MADISON COWLEN,

FATILL RERE CONBTANTLY ON HASD ALL

\ & I ite st sty birs of remly-marde Coftins, Cnskets,
] | il Prommings of syery deseription.—

Ny West Albany, Vi,
I’ B RENDALL
§ IO LY. BARTON LANDING, VERMONT,
W. W. MILES,

8 TTORNEY AT LAW.

ik North Craftabury, Vi,
HOBERT GLLLIN,
1 j LLELL IN HARXESSESR, lankels, whips, curry
i e, Barton Lauding, Vi
J. Fo WRIGHT,
; )iy il Sargeon.  Office at his residency,
i 2-1 Barton Landmg, Vi
DI, O, A. BEMIN,

[T OMIEOPATHIC PHYSICIAN AND SURGRON

id W Craftshary, Vermont,

CUI'PLER & GOSS,
ANUPACTURELS ofCurtingen andBlaghs,
Greensboro, Vi,

M

. ti. STEVENS,
- HEFON DENTIST. At Little's Hotel in Barton
' 0 eviary Weddnesday,  Barton Landing, Vit

I, H, MORGAX,

o (EWIL CUTTER, TYNDON, Y SEAL'PLRER-
for Giranges, Societles, &, toaking Pintes fur
$ £ anmil  Manufwctones Batlsfaction
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Doue at the Monitor Ofice

TOM TURNER.

AN EPIC BALLAD,

A lisherinan was Tom by trade:
He alept on briny planks ;

Awd though uit rieh, he often made
A run upon the banks.

O fish e Hived from duy to dav—
Fisli enught by his own hed -

And when he did not ol bis proy,
He did not praise the land. -

Whien e vl seen o shoal of slud,
Their strugzies were 1 v

The thali pnght hop arovud like maul,
Anad s thiey wors in-seine,

He led o ]Il“l‘l_\' lifes: dontont,
ie never thought to romm :

And every day he tiabing weut,
Awl bronglit his net goins home,

Tom loved a girl, 5o tall aud slim,
The fibirestin the town;

But Sal would not take up with him,
Ro lie was tanken dowii.

By passion’s power now maoked aml worn,
| He eallesd on Sal, g swain forlorn,

Led on v love s sugzgestion,
He found that she was popping corn,

Al he popped the guestion.

Shie was the aweotest givl in town,
Al ploy ful as o kitten ;
For lier Tom threw the ganntlet down—
Aml whie gave Tilm the mitten,

fom was nd | T kioked alad

art was sl ! TS head was Lol !

THa lanmuage wik still badder !

Anil e who oues had lved on shal,
Baon fadedd 1o o shadder,

| To bee o man he swore to try
He ledt that town of woe -
e went out west to do oy die;
| He met an Indian six feet high—
Of vourse 1t was not Lo

Anil erushivd his Twlinn eorn.

| The Indinn saw the Yankee small;
| The Yankee saw the Sjoux;
At enews they knew that one must fall
I At pnee they hoth foll o
The Indian struek amighty hlow ;
| By Tom s ot Tnek it missed the fon
The Idian was forlorn
Tom trled the Indinn to lay low -
| Vst shvopped o roek wpon his tin:,
|
|
|

The Toadian povnsedd 2 this blow so rde

Haul cansed him great solicituds

He thonzht he'd iy, if none prarsged

The white minnext hie slyly viewed,
Awd then hezan to helley

Py deemped the Tindians coppay-lined,
But this one proved s seller,

Tom scized oz to make a throst.
| Fov Ly thie Toelinn fn the ddost
Tihe Linlian vun awny—
Ro swift e eot his stiek, by must

I Have been s Chipawny.
Al thus was fought and won the fight,
In which Tom 1ok grear pride
Then Tom b went toSally hright.
| Al won hier tor Vs birkile
Bur on that night his hair torned white.
Anel st o tHT D dlivd,

—larper's Magnzine

——

Tribute to the Memory of Dr. Nelson |

~ Chenev, who Died at his Residence.
| at Beebe Plain, P, ., Oect. 29, 1874,
By his Sister:

i 0 h;'llllu-\' denrly lovhd, and ean 1t he
!

|

Thut we thy fheo on carth no more sy sen [
A eneh revolving season cotnes nned goes
Drast vest thee still o deenmless, lomng mepose

Alos "tin trie ! lov'd ones ne move ean hegr

Thy volee, so0 wont, in bygone davs, 10 cliser,

Thy hawl and heart that oft together wrought

To mediorute th' suferer’'s bitter lot,

Awd Tare to health. lies polsied now, and still
| Not e'en seli-=serificing human skill

Nor friopdsliio's tireless arm, availed to save,

Nor work of love pould reseune from the grave.

And mose to Heaven the agonizing praver,

It Thou see'st hest, O, Father, do Thou spare.

Al ton, metlinks, near to our "hihll\mni‘n ©ot,
United hearts, with prayer. for thes, were frought.,

Thoit hast tak™ him away, who saw "twas best,
Lir gowoe mpud love we how to Thy behest:

Pretsp s the wannd Thy hand hasmade. and sore ;
O we ahall feol antil we reach lite's shore,

O husbamd, =on. brother and ehershied foiend,
Thow Tittle desned we, that so goon wonld el
Thy work ; we who had fopdly hoped to spend
Oft honrs, in connsel sweot, 1l iife should emi.

Yonur hearts are touehed, who by, and nenr lils side

Lanhorredd 1ike Do, to stem disease’s fell tule.
He's fallen.  Your phalanx oft is broke ; todl on
For God, srad oo, ol the sweet “wiell dowe.”
While we the messure of aur griel may fiii.

| Sleep, thou genemus sonl; great heart e 6l

! I peade ; not 'neathonr own Green Monntain sky
Not where our father s saored favm doth e :

| By Briten's woble. frlendivlinnds, art nid.
Whaere thon the siek and sonffering songht to aid ;
And it the great Physician was Lthy tenst,
Ruweet dost rest, tired spitit, on His brenst.

Glovey, Nov. 154,

There is no luck like p-luck.
Oath of the Chicago girl—Buy gum.

|
| The ladies are wearing red-striped |
|

stockings. Who told you so?

‘ The best way for a mau to acquire a
fine flow of language is *o stub his toe
against a raised brick,

A good fireman is known by the quan-
tity of smoke he can swallow and the
i amount of coal ashes he can chew.

i A French preacher describes hell as a |

place where they talk polities all day.
What they do at night he does not re-
{ port.

A wag, in “what he knows about
farming.” gives a very good plan to re-
move widow's weeds. He says a good

| looking man has only to say “wilt thoun,”
| and they wilt.

| A couple of fellows whe were pretty
thoroughly soaked with bad whiskey, got
into the gutter. After floundering for
| some time one of them said: “Let’s go
| to unother house, this hotel leaks.™

A gentleman truveling om a steamer,

a large pudding close by, when he was
told by aservant that it was dessert. <[t
matters not to me,” said he, I would
eat it if it were a wilderness.”

An Alsatian goes to confess: *Fath-
er, | have committed a great sin.”
“Well ™ <] dave not say it; 1t is too
grievous.” “Come, come, conrage.” I
have married a Prusian.”
my daughter. That’s your penance.”

The wife of Sam Henr"}', a colored
resident of Saulsbury, Maryland, recent-
ly beecame the mother of four children.
When informed of the fact. Sam packed
up for a long journey ; *1 am't going to
live in dis heah Saulsbury no longer,”

said Sam,

It is a standing rule in my church,’
said one clergyman to another, *for the
sexton to wake up any man that he may
see asleep.” I think,” returned the
other, “that it would be much better
for the sexton, whenever a man goes to
sleep under your preaching, to wake you
| up.

¢) | Sheriden made his appearance one

| day in a pair of new boots; these at.
| tracting the notice of some of his friends,
“New guess,”” said he, “how 1 came by
these boots.” Many probable guesses
| then took place.

bought them and paid for. them.”

“DEar George; how sweet and wavy
that wheat is!” exclaimed a fair young
lady, looking languidly out from a car
window. *“Yes, love, how bheautiful!”
says dear George, more intent on insin-
uating his arm around a twenty-bone
corset ; “how like a—a—how like a
dweam!” +How like oats!” retorted a
disgusted Granger: “them’s oats, young

rm

man !
An erring husband, who had exhaust-

ouve day at dinner was muking way with |

“Keep him, |

#No.” said Sheridan ; |
“mo, you've not hit it, nor ever will—I .

Death or Marriage.

|

(

| The ancient clock in Deacon Shermer’s
‘1 old-fashioned kitchen was slowly chim-
I ing the hour of nine. It was no smart
! toy, wo trifie of bronze or ulabaster, but
| a tall, square, solid relic of the last cen-
] tury, looking not unlike a coffin case set
| on end, in the corner—a clock that had
| lasted through four generations, and
judging from appearances was quite like-
ly to last through several more. Deacon
Shermer cherished the old heirloom with

| scarcely have confessed to.

There was n great ruddy fire of chest-
[ nut Jogs in the red brick paved fire-
| place, and the candles in the highly pol-
ished brass sticks were winking merrily

they shared the post of honor with a cu-
rious sea shell and couple of vases, each
containing a fresh osage orange, from
the hedge that skirted the clover field
behind the barn. At the window, a cur-
tain of gaudy chintz shut out the tens
of thousands of stars that were shining

brightly on that frosty autumnal night, |

and on the cosy rug of the parti-colored
rags a fat tortoise shell cat purred away
the slowly lapsing minutes. Butthe tor
toise shell cat was not the only inhabi-
tant of the snug farm-house kitchen.

“Timothy,” said Mary Shermer, de-
cidedly, *if you don’t hehave yourself,
Ir'—"

What she would do, Mary did not
say ; the sentence was terminated by o
laugh that set the dimples round her
meuth in motion, just

as a beam of June

sunshine plays across a eluster of red

ripe cherries.

Mary Shermer was just seventeen, a
| plump, rosy girl, with jet hair. brushed
. back from a low forehead, and perfectly
| arched eyebrows, that gave a bewitching
| expression of surprise to a pair of melt-
| ing hazel eyes. She was rather dark,

| but the severe critic would not have |

| found fault with the peach-like bloom

; upon her checks and the dewy red of her |

full, daintily-curved lips. Evidently
Mr. Timothy Marshall was quite satis-
fied with Mary's style of beauty.

«Come Mary,” said 'I'im, moving his
| ehair where he could best watch the
fiush of the firelight upon her face, aund

picking up the thread of the conversu- |

tion where he had dropped it when it
| became necessary for Mary to bid him
“behave himself”—+you might promise.
It's nine o’clock, and your father will
soon be home.” L
*What, Tim ?” said Mary demurely,
| fitting a squave of red in her patchwork,
and intently observing the fact.
“Nonsense, Mary !
very well.
Christmas !

You know what
Promise to marry me before

I tell you what, Mary, it
is all very well for you to keep putting
it off, but 1 can’t stand it. What with

and that romantic Tom Stauley’s com-
ing here every Sunday night—"

Mary gave her pretty head a toss.
| ¢As if Mr. Stanley’s coming here made
| any difference in my feelings, Tim !”
| *No; but Mary, it isn’t pleasant, you

know. I'm as good a man as Tom Stan-
| ley, if I don't own railroad shares and

| keep an account at the Hamiltonville |

bank : and 1 love you, Mary, from the
bottom of my heurt! Now this matter
lies between you and me only : no other

person in the world has w right to inter- |

fere between us. Come—promise me.”
He held both her hauds in his and look-
ed earnestly into the liquid hazel eyes.
“Do you love me, Mary 27
“You know 1 love you, Tim.”
“I'hen we may just as well—Hush !
what's that ¥
| There was a portentoussound of draw-

| porch room beyond—ascraping of heavy
| boots along the floor.
feet with sudden scarlet suffusing her
cheek.
| Ol Tim, it is futher !
“Suppose it is |7
| *But he mustn't find you here, Tim !
| Hide yourself somewhere, do!”
| *“What nonsense, Mary!”
young man resolutely
ground. «I haven't come to steal his
spoons. Why should 1 creep away like
a detected burglar 7"’
“For my sake, Tim. Oh, Tim, if you
l ever loved me, do as I say ! Not in that
closet, it is close to his bedroom ; not
through that window, it's nailed down
| tight ; he's coming ! Here Tim, quick!”
Iu the drawing of a breath, she had
pushed Timothy Marshall into the square
| pendulum case of the square old clock
and turned the key on him. It was not
a pleasant place of refuge, insomuch as
his shoulders were squeezed on either
side, and his head flattened against
springs and wheels above, and the air
was unpleasant and close ;: but Tim made
the best of matters, and shook with sup-
1,' pressed laughter in his solitary prison
cell.

said the
standing his

from the high wooden mantie, where |

| your fatker’s forbidding me in the house |

ing bolts and rattling latches in the |

Mary rose to her |

ed all explanations for late hours, and | “Welll a jofy scrape o be in,"”
had no apology ready, recently slipped | thought Tim, ~and no knowing when I'll

into the house about one o'clock, very
softly, denuded himself gently and be-
gan rocking the eradle by the bedside,
as if he had been awukened out of a
sound sleep by infantile cries. He bad
rocked away for five minutes, when Mary
Jane, who had silently observed the
whole manoeuver, said, +“Come to bed,
| 'you fool, you ! the baby ain’t there.”

| be out of it. Mary's a shrewd little
| puss, however, and 1 ecan't do better
| than to leave matters in her bands.”

] «8o you haven't gone to bed yet, Ma-
ry 2" said Deacon Shermer, slowly un-
winding the two yards of woolen scarf
with which he generally encased his

1 throat of an evening.

“Not yet, father,” said Mary, picking
| up her scattered bits of patchwork with
| a glowing cheek. +Did you have a
pleasant meeting 2"

“Well, yes,” quoth the Deacon, re-
fiectively, sitting down before the fire
i greatly to Mary’s consternation— she
| had hoped he would have gone to bed at
| onee, according to his usual custom—-+it
| was tol'bly pleasant. Elder Husker was
| there, and Elder Hopkins—and—mwell.

| all the church folks pretty much. "Vhy,

a sort of pride which he himself would | .y 1eq your cheeks are, Mary ! Tired,

| ain’t you? Well yon needn’tsit up for
| me, my dear ; it must be getting late.”
[ The Deacon glanced mechanically up
| at the clock. Mary felt the blood grow-
J ing cold in her veins. “Twenty minutes
past nine—why it must be later than
that! Why, land o’ Canaan, the old
clock has stopped.” The old elock had
i stopped ; nor was it at all wonderful un-

| der the circumstances,
|

this morning, 1 am sartin,” said the
| Deacon, very mwuch disturbed. 1t nev-
er sarved me such a trick afore, all the
years it's stood theve.
used to say it was a sign of death or
marriage in the family before the year
was ont,” -
There was a sound like a chuckle
' behind the clock-case as Deacon Shermer
fumbled on the shelf for the clock key.
“These springs must he out of order
somehow.” said the Deacon decisively.
“How seared you look. child! There
ain't no cause for bein’ scaved. 1 don’t
| put much faith in your aunt Jane's old
time superstition.

Where in the name

of all possessed is the key ? I could ha'
declared | left it in the case.”
«Isn’t it on the shelf, father 7" asked

Mary, guilty, conscious that it was snug- |
ly reposing in the pocket of her ehecker- |

ed gingham dress.
*No, nor "taint in my pocket neither.”

And dowsn went the Deacon, stiffly |

examine the
wissing key

| enongh, on his knees. to
floor, lest perchance the
might have fallen there.
«Well, I never knowed anything so
strange in all my life,” said the Deacon.
It is really strange,” faltered hypo-
critical Mary.

»I'1l have a reg'lar search to-morrow,”

Deacon Shermer. 1t must be

around somewhere.”

said

“Yes, it must,” said Mary, tremu-

lously.

«Ouly,” the Deacon went on, slowly,
resuming his place before the fire, I
kind o' don't like to have the old clock

| stand still a single night. When 1 wake

| up, you know, it seems like it was sort |

o' talking to me in the stillvess.”  The
| deacon looked thoughtfully at the fiery

back log.
| the room, straightening table covers, set-
| ting back chairs and thinking—oh, if
| he would ouly go to bed !

kle something like hope.

“(Child!™ he said suddenly straight-
ening up in the stiff back chair, ‘“you'd
better go to bed. I'll sit up a while
longer till the logs burn out.”

«-But father, I'm not sleepy.”

“(30 to bed, my child !” reiterated the
‘ deacon, with a good-humored authority

| that brooked no opposition ; and Mary
| erept out of the room, ready to ery with
anxiety and mortification.

=If Tim will only keep quiet a little
while longer.” she thought, while sitting
on the stairs while the newly risen moon
streamed in chilly splendor.  “Father

sleeps =0 soundly—and he is sure to go

to sleep in his chair, 1 could just steal

in and release him as guiet as possible.”
!. She sat there, her plump fingers inter-
laced, aud ber eyes fixel dreamily cn
the floor, while all the time her ears
| were straived to the utmost capacity to
catch every sound in the kitchen beyond.
Hark ! was that the wail of the wind, or
was it something to her literally *near-

Jer and deaver ?”  Yes: she could not
it was actually a

be mistaken now ;
snore.

Mary rose softly to her feet with re-
newed hope. Surely now was the ac-
cepted time. Noiselessly as the floating
shadow she crossed the hall. opened the

ing boards of the floor. The candles

| were burned out, but the shifting 1ustre

of the firelight revealed her father nod-

ding before the fire, with closed eyes
and hands hauging at his sides.

“He’s certainly asleep,” thought Ma

: With a heart that beat quick aud fast
she drew the key from her pocket, and
| proceeded in spite of the pervous trem-
| bling of her fingers, to lift it into the
: lock. So absorbed was she that she pev-
| er noticed the cessation of the heavy

breathing—nevar saw the deacon start
suddenly into wakefuluess and look
around him. Love is blind, and it is
| equally true that he is deaf. The dea-
| con rose quickly up with a shrewd twin-
| kle in his eyes, and Mary gave a little

frightened shriek, as a hand fell softly |

' on her arm, possessing itself guietly of
- the key.

~Let we help you." said the deacon.
. ~Fatber, I—I found the key.” fulter-
| ed Mary, “and—"
,  *Found the key, eh!” returped the

“I wound it up |

Your aunt Jane |

Mary fidgeted urieasily about |

As he sat there his eyelids began to |
| droop and his head to nod sommolently.
| Mary's eyes brightened up with a spar- |

kitchen door and stole across the creak- |

deacon. Well, that’s lucky; and now
we can find out what's the matter with
the clock.”

Mary's heart throbbing so wildly a
womwent ago, seemed to stand still as her
father turned the key and opened the
door of the clock case.

“+Hal-lo!” exclaimed the deacon, as
Mr. Timothy Marshall tumbled into the
roomn.

“So you was the matter with the
clock, eh 7"
*Yes sir,” said Tim, composedly. **1

hope 1 haven't seriously interfered with
the works of the clock.”

“You've seriously interfered with me ¥
said the deacon, waxing indignant.
' «What do you mean, sir, by hiding in
|'my house like a thief?”

“Indeed ! indeed' father,” cried Ma-
ry. bursting into tears, “it wasn’t his
| fault. He didu’t want to hide, but I put
him there.”

“You did, eh !

| for 2"
|

And*may I ask what

“Father,” faltered Mary, rather irrel-
evantly, I love him and—he loves me !”

«Is that any reason why he should
| bide in the clock case, Miss ?”

*No—but—father ! oh, father! I can
never marry Mr. Stanley. He is so soft,
and 1—"

Mary’s tears finished the sentence for
| her.
' The deacon looked down (noet unkiund-

ly) on her howed head and the tender

| arm that supported it. Apparently “the
course of true love,” roughly though it
ran, was overwhelming all his own
worldly arrangements in its tide.

“8o you twe young folks really think

meditatively.
I love her with all my heart and

«] am not rich, I know, but I can work
for her!”
“And I can work for myself too, fath-

er,” interposed Mary, with eyes that |

shone like soft stars,

“And you said yourself, sir,” went
on Tim, *that the stopping of the clock
meunt either ‘death or marriage.
course we don’t want any deaths ; so do
you not think the most sensible thing
we cuan do is to help on a marriage as
soon as possible 7"

The deacon laughed in spite of him
self.  ~Itis late,” he said. =Come
around to-morrow morning and we will
talk about it. No. Mary, I'm not angry
with you, child.
will be young folks, and there's no use
tryin” to stop them.”

As the deacon rehung the pendulum
and set the iron tongue of the old clock
talking again, Tim Marshall paused on
the doorstep to whisper to Mary:

“What shall it be, Mary, a death or
marriage 7

And she in turn whispered, “a wmar- |

riage, 1 hope.”

«My darling !"" said Tim, “it’s worth
passing @ lifetime behind the clock case
to feel as I do now.”

— ——  — ————

A POORABASED EDITOR.

One night last week a Whitehall gen-
tleman was on the Troy train returning
| home. At Saratoga a gentlemaun from

| Whitehaller. In a few moments a con-
versation was opened between the two.
Ascertaining that our friend - was from
Whitehall, the Rutland gentleman asked
him if he knew Wilkins, editor of the
Times.

“Know him! ) ought to koow bhim,
for he is very intimate with my wife.”

“You don’t say 2" replied the Rutland
man in astonishment, .

~Yes, sir. I don’t want it repeated;
hut | have indisputable evidence that he
has been on terms of the closest intimacy
with her.”

«But my friend, you don’t live with

the woman ?”

«Yes, sir ; strange as it may seem, 1

do. Oh. «ir, you little know what a
' man will put up with from a woman he
loves. This intimuey has been carried
on for years right under my nose, and
yet for the love 1 bear the woman I have
never yet broken with my wife.”

~But you cannot possibly put up with
such conduct on the part of your wife?
If she is intimate wittk Wilkins, I should
| think you would brand the villain before
the world.”

] would not submit to
I would not, never !”

The Rutland man had by this time
worked himself up to a high pitch of ex-
| citement, when the train pulled up at
| Whitehall.
| “Good night, sir!” said the Whitehall
| gentleman, -1 hope we will meet again.
| I thank you for fhe interest you have
| taken in my affairs. Good night,” and

they departed.

Just then the conductor entered the
| ear, when the Butland man stepped up
' and asked him who the gentleman was
. be was just conversing with.

“That man,” said Conductor Halcomb

“don’t you know him ? That 1s Wilkins,

editor of the Whitehall 7% mes.”"
“Nold, by thunder !” said the Ratland

' man, putting his fingers into his pocket

" and taking out something said :

| *Mr. Conduetor, will you please give
him this card, accompanying $5, and tell

' him to seud me his paper so long as the

[ money lasts.”

it. No, sir!

you love each other 7 said the deacon, |

soul, sir,” said Tim Marshall, carnestly. |

Of |

I s’pose young folks |

Rutland took a seat just behind the |

| LIONS IN INDIANA.

A correspondent of the Chicago Inter-
| Ocean writing from Attica, [nd., under
| date of November 20, says: For a radi-
| us of over a score of miles and a period

| of upwards of three months, Beaton |

| county [Ind.] residents have been mot a
ilittle exercised by the appearance and
| predatory incursions, of what are now
| christened a pair of lions. This county
is largely the property of a few men
among whom are Mr. Templeton and Mr.
Fowler, who have tad towns built to per-
| petnate their names. The settlements in
some sections are neither very large nor
very numerous. About a year ago a pe-
‘ culiar animal was observed lurking in
the cornfields and skulking in the woods
 in the central part of Benton county.
' It disappeard as misteriously as it had
come into view, and there were not a
' few who heard of the nameless creatare
ready to pronounce its existence a myth
'and the occurrence an
| frightened wits.
' ed, there is no one who saw it from that
| date until within a period that can be
mensured by weeks.
the peculiar “party”

The presence of

itself enme into the field of vision. The
trail of an unknown animal, measuring
four or five inches 1n breadth,
like that ever before discovered here-
abouts, was traced in September, and at
first excited the curiosity of the farmers ;
then, when a mutilated calf, a sheep or
hog was now and then found, this feel-
ing merged speedily into anxiety. The

foot-prints, easily distinguished on the |

yielding ground, daily became more nu-
merous, the circle thatlimited them con-
| stantly widened, and thers was a corres-
ponding imerease in the number and
frequency of the ravages. It secmed
from comparing notes and following up
the track that its stamping-ground was
between Sugar and Parish groves, which
are about a dozen miles apart. Farly

in September, o grand hunt was organ- |

ized, which, like the herces in Daniel’s
dream, came to naught. The explora.
! tions of that month showed that there

were two instead of one of these ferovious |

' animals. By that time they had been
wcovered”’ simultaneously by several
different persons at a distance of eight
to ten miles from each other. Awnother
effort to hunt down the depredators was

undertaken, which also proved abortive, | ¢
| has a room furnished with personal com- |

. The latest performance with which
' they are credited is the killing of a five
steer belonging to one of the wealthy
land-owners. The loss will reach several
' hundred dollars, for the breed was val-
ued. As was the case with all the cat-
tle they attacked. only the choicest slices
of the flank were taken, and the poor
beast, half killed by its assailant, and
left to die. The hide of this victim was
 secured as a trophy by a relic huuter,
| and bourne off to Lafayette, where it is
at present on exhibition.

| One man, who resides about a mile
' from here, over in the north side of the
| Wabash River, sends in his share to
| ewell the list. He says that one Sep-
tember Sunday evening, about dusk. the
then vondescript crossed his path. He
was going along the wood on his way
home when it suddenly issued out of the
brush on one side, and, without any en-

deavor to harm, bounded over the high- |

| way a few yards off, and, leaping o fence
| on the other side, disappeared he hardly

| knows where or how, for he didn’t wait |

to interview the four.footed alien. This
would bring it miles beyond its previous
circuits, anddnto a strip well adapted
to protect it. It is affirmed that one of
the ecreatures, though has not
hesitated to pounce upon a colt several
I vears old. The opinion first entertained
that they were nothing but large lyux,
or, at the farthest, American lions, be-
came less as each new encounter came

ulone,

doubt as to their speeies. the most scep-

down to within a day. A short time
before dark Tuesday eveving, & party
of wen who were about two miles south
of Farl Park saw the lion and his mate
a shert distance from thew, A party of
four bear-eaters from the *Star City”
have gome to the scene, aud declure they
will not return without the pelts of the
plunderers.

| The infant son of the Duke of Edin
burg,—born just five months after the
wedding of his illustrous pa and wa,—
was baptized last Monday. by the sweet,
short pet name of Albert Alexaunder
Alfred Earpest William. 'The sponsors
were Queen Victoria ; the Czar of Russia
represented by the Czarowitch ; the Em-
peror of Germany, represeuted by the
Duke of Counadigh? ; the worthless vag-
abond, paupet and debauchee Prince of
| Wales ; the Crown Princess of Germany
| the Duke of Saxe Coburg. Bells rang,
|

cannon were fired. flags fluttered and

ontgrowth of |
As far as can be learn- |

wis noticed and no. |

| ted perhaps a month before the intruder |

and un- |

to the public ear. There now remains no |

Occipext's  Vicrory.— Speaking of
| the result of the late race at the San
' Franciseo trotting park. the Alta of No-
| vember 2d says: It is something for

the vanity of our California public that

| to have had a father that had blood in
| him. blood of the blue-blood horse kind,
and a mother that some think and say
was half a blue blood and balf a mus.
tang. has won a race at last, after hav-
ing been originally very unwisely pitted
against the fastest trotters that ever
rounded the circle of the race-course.
Many, as well as hiz owner, Governor
Stanford, believed in this little fellow
without ancestry, this uninherited won-
der, in his power and endurance, and
that he would some day win money and
laurels, if he ever could get a fair show.
He has verified their faith at last in time
| that has not often been beaten, and sel-
dom equalled. Until within a few years
it has not been supposed that a trotting
| horse could make such time as 2:18.
And now that the little fellow has done
it handsomely under the manipulation
of a master ;

done it of his own will, en-
couraged only by the voice of his driver,
no thong of the whip touching him ; now
that he has made three heats without a
skip, hop or break of any kind, it is
hinted by some that the whole race was
fixed up in advance, because 4t would
not have dove, you know, to have Ful-
lerton win, for then

would have
been no inducement to invite eastern
| horses Ly offers of heavy purses to trot
against a horse that always gets heaten.
| That would have spoiled all the sport,
you know, and so the little borse was
allowed to win.” We do not think such
| reasoning fair toward the littie game an-
imal that makes a mile in 2:18, without
the pressure of whip or spur. It may be
that Occident was intentionally allowed
to win. DBut we do not believe it. At
any rate his antagonist never made bet.
ter time, and Oecident has,
the course.”

there

New York, Thursday, Dec. 3d.
Governor Dix wrote a letter to Mayor
Havemeyer. November 27, three days
before his death, in which he said his
attention had been called to the case of
W. M. Tweed, and the unlawful indul-
geunce granted him. The Governor had

the impression that Tweed was in the |

hospital on account of ill health or for
service. but he had ascertained that he

forts, that he has been allowed to wear
the ordinary dress, received visitors and
wus exempt from the restraints which
were imposed on hundreds of his fellow-
creatures guilty of trifling crimes often
committed under pressure of want. This
| distinction is disgraceful to the State,
; and makes criminal justice a mockery.
| The Mayor’s atteution is called to these
facts. (t is said that T'weed was sadly
disappointed on hearing that his effort
| to get free was unsuccessful. He had
| more confidence in the success of the
I-I points to be made by his counsel than
| they had ; he was, in consequence, much
| dejected on being taken back to his old
| quarters from his private office on Du-
| ane street. He looks much as he wused
' to, hale and hearty. with his beard and
| hair worn iu the usual manver, and a
comfortable suit of gray clothes.

Tue Pueastre or  InvraTioN.—Some
adwirable advice ou the question of cur-
| rency has been given to the King of Bur-

mah, who, having become tired of the

piece-goods trade, owing to his stock on
| hand being wuch larger than be can ever

hope to get rid of, has lately, by way of a
| new excitement, been contemplating the
| issue of a paper currency.

ideas on thie point have been much
| strengthened by a remark which, accord-
i, ing to the Friend of Indily was made to
| bim the other day at Mandalay by one of
i his advisors ;

“Your Majesty is too kind to put any
gold or silver at all in your royal cvins.—

tical being ready to accept any t‘heorj.r. | England, France and America make mwost |
The most recent word 1 bave brings it | of their payments in what are called trea- |

| sury notes, and these are bits of paper
only. Everybody takes them as readily

as cash, and people have been kuvown to |

fight because they did vot want actual
eoin, but preferred that paper. Why,
your Majesty can buy paper at only a
! few rupees per ream and then make trea-
sury notes for lakhs and takhs of rupees
out of them.”—It mightalso have been
puilltcd out to the king, that whereas
| paper is made out of rags, onechief ad-
' vantage of an unlimited issue of paper
money is that the more ragged and pov-
| erty stricken & wnation becomes whith
] adopts this system, the more abusdant
are, in fact, its materials of wealth.—
‘ Pall Mall Gazette.

| o
| s
|

Horrisee Mupee.~A horrible murder

| is reported from Wellstown, Hamilton
county. N. Y. A wan vamed Eliss

Willisms had a drunken quarrel with

one George Swith who was assisting bim

her horse without a pedigree—one said |

alone over !

His Majesty’s |

Terripue Massacre BY Esquimarx
ix Lasrapor.—A shocking massacre of‘
white settlers by the Esquimaux Indians
| oocurred at the settlement of Indian-
| Tickle, Labrador, on the night of the
15th inst, two whole families, with the
| exception of a young girl, being the vie-

tims. For some time back the Indians
| had been committing robberies, and sev-
| eral of the depredators being captured,
| they were publicly whipped. In revenge,

on the night of the 15th inst, they at-
| tacked the families of William J. Morri-
| son and his two sons Thomas and Her-
bert. and wife and their children, Wil-
liam, Charles, James and Lizzie. mur-
dering all except the last named. Wil.
liam F. Mormson and his two sons were
fally murdered in their room, their bod-
ies being covered with dirk woands, al-
| though they had first been wounded with
bullets. Mrs. Robert Morrison’s throat
| was cut deeply in several places, and a
bullet pierced her brain. William and
Charles Morrisen were stabbed in the
heart, and also shot;
youngest, seems to have struggled hard
for his life, as his corpse was found on a
staircase leading to the door, near the
corpse of an Esquimaux whom he had
shot. This is the first instance of ¢rim-
inal or troublesowe conduct among the
Esquimaux in Labrador in the mewmory
of the oldest fisherman.
| Information continues to come of the
sufferings of the destitute people of Kan-
sas and Nebraska.

but James, the

The followingzis an

extract from a private letter written by
0. P. Williams, Esq., of Dexter, Ia.
Mr. Williams is a busivess man well
known in New England :

“In regard to the sufferings in Kansas
and Nebraska, | personally know but
little. That there is suffering there for
the necesaries of life is beyond adoubt.
| Many have left their homes: hundreds
of wagons have passed through our town
| eastward in search of some place where
labor can be obtained, in order to get
| bread for their children. Many more
are unable to leave that desoiate region,
and are at the merey of those who are
blessed with plenty. We have sent two
| car loads of provisions from this place(a
town of less than 1000 inhabitants), and
there is a general movement along the
line of the Rock Island and Pacific Rail-
'road in the same direction. The Rock
' Island and Paecific Railroad sends all
dovations free of charge.”

The example of these little Western
towns ought to stimulate the great and
| wealthy cities of the East to do some.
thing for the suffering victims of the
grasshopper plague. -

The Sun says :—Jones of Nevada has
told a reporter of the San Francisco
Chromicle what he thinks about Repub-
lican candidates for President. He says
that Washburne is a strong man. Blaine
might do, but his strength will wane
through being developed too soon. Sher-
man would not probably accept a nom-
ination from the republicans. But
Jones is sweet on Bristow :

«He has never been much before the
public. He made a splendid record
during the war. His nomination would
be especially agreeable to the West.
He has superior executive ability, isa
fine lawyer, a gentleman of polished man-
ners and maguificent personal presence.
[ don't believe he has an enemy in the
| world.” Jomes's opinion is as good as
| that of any other man who doesn’t know
| any more than he does.

Sewine Macuixes.—There are num-
| berless sewing wmachine companies
 throughout the country, but as they all
| use the same essential principle, which
|is protected by patents, which bave
| already been extended further than
| the legal limits, they form practically
one great momopoly. Machines that
| cost from fifteen to twenty dollars aure
| sold by them at forty-five to sixty-five
| dollars.  They thus heavily tax the
| poorest classes of the commumty—the
poor sewing-womau and wives who are
corpelled to do their own sewing—and
they pragtically prohibit all improve-
went in sewing machines since the in-
| ventor can not apply his improvement
j except under the dictation of the mo-
" nopolizers of the sewing mashine patents.
| It is known that these companies intend
to make a determined effort to obtain
| from Congress 4 prolougation of their
| monopoly 1u the shape of o resewel of
| their patents, To this end money and
| political influence will be unspariogly

| used. and the press, so far as it is fonud
| practicable, will be eulisted on the side
of the monopolists. Against this exten-
sion is the duty of every jourmal and
citizen to protest. Cougressmen must
be made to understand that a further
lease of power canmot be granted to
the sewing machine companies without
awakeping the utmost indigoation
agaiust everv man who votes for such
£ megsore.

A hotleumdei;moflhehutm-

| edies in the world for acold. 1t acts

| in building a bouse, aod in the course of | promptly and effectively, and bas no un-

London was one vast festal scene. And | the struggle Williams threw Swith over ! pleasant after-effects. Oue lemon proper-

all over the sprinkling of a few teaspoon-
fuls of water on & wretched little brat,

| which, born within five months of
wedding in avy but royal circles. would
have led to ugly scenes in some vulgar
divorce court. Oh, how these royal
rotton apples swim.

& wooden saw horse and with a huod saw

severed Swith’'s bead from bis body.

After his rage had cooled, Williami was

overcome with remorse, and taking up

| the fatal saw, cut open bis own thmu*

and fell acorpse beside bis murdered
o'

ly squeezed, cut in slices, put .'“5
sugar and cover with a half-pint of boiling
water. Drink just before going to bed,
midonntnpucywdfouthmm-
ing day.—This remedy will ward off
an attack of the chills and fever if used

promptly.




